TWO SYMPHONIES

to the axe. Before advancing further into the park, I
wanted to revisit the little lodge where I had discovered
Isabelle's letter; but the broken lock was now supplemen-
ted by a padlock on the door (I learned afterwards that
the wood-cutters used the lodge to keep their tools and
coats in). I turned my steps towards the chateau. The path
I followed was straight and bordered on each side by low
bushes; it did not come out at the front of the house but at
the side offices and led to the kitchen, almost opposite to
which was a small gate opening into the kitchen garden;
I was still some way off it when I saw Gratien come out
of the garden with a basket of vegetables; he saw me
without at first recognizing me; I hailed him and he
came up to me.

ccWell, I never! Monsieur Lacase!" he exclaimed
"We weren't expecting you, Sir, at this time of day!"

He stood looking at me, wagging his head and not
attempting to hide his vexation at my appearance; he
added, however, more mildly:

"The boy will be pleased to see you, though/*

We had taken a few steps without speaking in the
direction of the kitchen; he signed to me to wait for him
while he went in to put down his basket.

*'So youVe come to see what's going on at La Quart-
fourche," said he, more civilly, as he came back.

"And it seems things are not going very well?"

I looked at him; his chin was trembling; he stood
without answering; then, abruptly seizing me by the arm,
he dragged me up to the lawn in front of the house. There
lay the dead body of a monster oak, underneath which I
remembered having taken shelter in the autumn. It had
been stripped of its branches before being felled and now
they were piled all round it in heaps of logs and bundles
of faggots....
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